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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fife : with his battell fought 
at Ag» Court in Franco, Togither with 
Ancient Fistoll. 

Inter King Henry, Exeter, twoftfhops, Clarence , 

ant lather attendants. 

Exeter. 

S Hail I call in th’Ambaffadors my Liege ? 

Ktng. Not yet my coufin,tillweberefolu d 
Offome ferious matters touching vs and France , 

’ByPf . God and his Angels guard younfacrcd throne. 
And make you long become it. 

Kmg.Sutc we thanke you .* and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Saline which they haue in France, 

Or fhould or fhould not ftop in vs our claime s 
And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhould fafhion, frame, or wreft the fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reuerence (hall incite v$ too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawne our perfon. 

How you awake the fleepingfword of warre •• 

We charge you in the name ofGrd take heede. 

After this coniuration,fpeake my Lo. d : 

And we williudge, note, and beleeue in heart. 

That what you fpeake, is waflu as pure 
As fin in baptifme. 

A a Kyjbo 
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TheC hromcte History 

Ifc//>.Thei*hearc me gracious Soueraigne, & you Pecrcs 
Which owe your hues, your faith, and feruices 
Tq this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to ftay your highneffe clairae to France, 
But one; which they produce from Faramount: 

No female ("hall fucceed in Salique Land ; 

Which Salique Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Rcalme of France, 

And Far amount the founder of this law and female barre. 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme. 

That the Land Salique lyes in Germany , 

Betweene the floods of 5 <i£*r£and of time. 

Where Charles the lift hauing fubdude the Saxons 
There left behinde, and fctlcd certaine French, 

Who holding it) difdaine the Germane women. 

For fomc dilhoneft manners of their lines, 

Eftabliflit there this Law. To vvic, 

No female fhall fucceed in Salique Land : 
Which^/fljwlapd (as I haue fayd before) 

Is at this time in Germany, call’d Mefeue. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Saliquel&w 
Wasnotdeuifcd for the Realme of France ■ 

Nor did the French pofTefTe the Salique land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twenty ycarcs 
After the fundion of King Faramount , 

Godly fuppofd the founder ofthis Law* 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt theCrowne, 

To fine his Title with fome (Tiew of truth. 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought s 
Conuey’d himfelfc as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to Charles theforefayd Duke of 'Lwain 3 „ 

So that as deere as is the fummers Sun, 

King Pipins Title, and Hugh Capets claime. 

King Charles his fatisfaflion, all appeare 
To hold in right and title of the female ; 

So do the Lords of France vntill this day, 

Howbcit they would hold vp this Salique Law 



. To 



cfHentythefift. 

To batre your highnefle claiming from the female, 

And rather chooie to hide them in a net, 

Then amply to embrace their crooked caule», 

Vl'urpt from you and your progenitors. • 

KMh we with right and confcience make this claim? 
Bi . The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne t 
For in the booke of Numbers it is writ. 

Whet) the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your owne, 

Vnwindc your bloody flagge, 

60 my dread Lord to your great Grandfires gratis 

From whom you claime : , , „ . 

And your great Vnckle Edvard the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy, 

Making Jefeate on the-full power of France, 

Whilft his moft mighty father on a hill. 

Stood finding tobehold his Lyons whelpe, , 

Foraging the blood of French Nobility- 

O Noble Englilh, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of France ; 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by. 

All outofworkfr,and'Coldcfora£Hon. . 

King, Wc muftnot oncly arme vs gainft the French, 

But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all admntages. 

2 ?/.The Marches graciousfoueraigne,{halbefuffieient 
To guard your Englandfromthecpilfering borderers. 

King, We donot mcanethecmtrfing fneakers oncly, 
But feare the maine entendment of the Scot : 

For you fhall read, ncucr my great Grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power far trance. 

But that the Scot on his vnfurniftit kingdoms. 

Came pouring like the tide into, a breach. 

That England being empty of defences, 

Hath fhookc and trembled at the brutehcereofi 

Bijh . She hath bin then more fear’d then butt my Lord : 
A 3 For 



T he chronicle History 

For heart her butexamphfied by bcrfelfe, 

When all her chiualry hath bene in Trance , 

And fhe a mourning widdow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not onely well defended. 

Bat taken and impounded (as a ftray)the King ofSeotte ; 
Whom like a cay tiffe (he did leade to France , 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife. 

As is the owfc and hottome ofthefea. 

With funken wracke, and fhiplefle treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win. 

Then with Scot /and fir [i begin : 

For once the Eagle £»£/<*»dbeing in pray. 

To his vnfurnifht Neft the weazlc Scot 
Would fuckeher Egges, 

Playing the Moufc in abfence of the Cat, 

T o fpoy le and hauocke more then Ihc can eat. 

Exe. It followes then, the Cat muft flay at home. 

Yet that is but a cnrftncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues : 

Whilft that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The aduifed head controller at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put in parts, 
Congructh with a mutuali confent like mufickc. 

'Btjh. True, therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers funftions : 

YVhereto is added as an ayme or But,Obedience s 
For fo liuc the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an aft of order to a peopled Kingdome. 

They haue a King, and Officers of fort ; 

Where fome like Magiftrates correft at home: 

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad s 
Others, like foldiours armed in their flings, 

M ake boot vpon the fommers Veluet bud : 

VVhich pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the Tent-royall oftheir Emperor; 

Who bulled in his maiefly, behold 



of Henry the f ft. 

The fingtng Mafons building roofes of Gold, 

The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony. 

The fad-ey’dluflice with his furlyhumme, 

Deliuering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone. 
This I inferre, that twenty aftions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arrowes lofed feucrall wayes, fly to one marke : 
As many feuerall wayes meete in one To wne : 

As many frefh ftreames run in one felfe-fea . 

As many lines clofe in the diall center .* 

So may a thoufand aftions once a foote, . _ 

End in one moment, and be all well born Without defeft. 
Therefore my Liege to France , 

Diuide your happy England into foure. 

Of which take you one quarter into Fr ance , 

And you withall, fhall make all CjaHia (hake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge* 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardinefle. 

Kin. Call in the meffenger fent from the Dolphin, 

And by your ay de, the n oble finnewes ©f our Land, 
Fn*>/cv*bcing ours,wcel bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all inpecces : 

Either our Chronicles fhall with full mouth fpeaKC 
Freely of our afts, or elfe like tonguelefle mutes, 

Not worfhipt with a paper Epitaph: 

Enter the Ambajfadors from France. 

Now are we well prepard to know the Dolphins plcafure 
For we hcare your comming is from him. 

Pleafeth your Maiefly to giuc vs lcaue 
Freely torenderwhatwehauein charge. 

Or fhall I fparingly (hew a farre off. 

The Dolphins plealure, and our Embaffage ? 

King. We are no tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubieft. 

As are out wretches fettered in our prifonsi 

There- 
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Therefore finely, and with vneurbed boldneffe 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde, 

Jtitbafi Then this in fine the Dolphin faitfe 
vybfi'eas yon elairse certmne Towcesin France's 
From youppredecefTor King Edward che third, 
Thishcreturnes 5 
He faith, there’s nought in France, 

That can bq with a nimble Galliard wonne. 

You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there: 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu of this. 

Defires to let the Dukedomes chat you crane 
Heare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith. 

King. VVhat treafure Vnckle? 

Ext. Tennis balles my Liege. 

King. Wee arc glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs, 
Your meffage, and his prefent we accept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe balles. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuel) a fet, 

Shal ftrikehis fathers Crowne into the hazard, 

T ell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftandhim well.howhc comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies, 

Not meafuting what vfc we made of them. 

We-neuer valew’d this poore featc ofiEngland, 

And therefore gaue our fclues to barbarous Liccnfc, 

As tis common feene. 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will kcepc our ftatc. 

Be like a King, mighty, and command. 

When we do royv.fe vs in the Throne of France, 

For this wc haue layd by our Maicfty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But wc will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That we will dazle all the eyes of France, 

I ftrjke the Dolphin blindc to lookc on vs. 
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And tell him this. 

His mocke hath turn’d his balles to gun-nones, 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged, tor the waftfuU 
Vengeance that fhall fiyefrom them. 

For this his mocke, 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Caftles down. 
I, fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curie the Dolphins fcorne. 

But this lies all within the will ofGod, 

To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on, 

To vengc vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of (hallow wit, * 

When thoufands weepe more then did laugh at if. 
Conuey them with fafe condu61; fee them hence. 

Exe . This was a merry meffage. 

Kttg.Wehopeto makethe fendcrbhifh at it : 
Therforeletour colledlion for the wars befoon prouided 
For God before, weel check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore : therefore let euery man now taskc his thought. 
That this faire a&ion may on foote be brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 



Enter Nim and 'Bardolfe. 
r J?*r.Good morrow Corporall Nim. 

TVww.Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe . 

Bar. What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
Nirn.l cannot tell, things mud be as they may •• 

I dare not fight,but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one,but what tho ; twil fetue to tofte chcefc, 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Itor.Ifaith Miftreffe Quickly did thee great wrong, 

For thou wert troth-plight to her, 

B 



Nim. 
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N'm.\ muft do as I may.tho patienccbe a tired mare, 

Yet feed plod,ond feme fay kniucs haue edges. 

And men may fleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

Bar. Come ifaith,lle beftow a breakfaft to make Piftoll 
and thee friends. What a plague feould wc carry kniues 
to cut our owne throates. 

Afrw.Ifaith ilc Hue as long as I may,that’s the certaine of 
it. And when I cannot liuc any longer, He do as I may, 

And there’s myrcft,and the randcuous of it. 

Enter ' Piitoll,and Hoflts Jj£uicl$y his wife, 

'Bar. Goo A morrow ancient Piftoll. 
hcere comes ancient Piftoll , I prethee Nim be quiet. 
AT»».How do you my hoft ? 

Pifl . Bafe flau*,callcft thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges 1 fweare,I fcorne the title, 

Norfeali my Aft// keepe lodging. 

Hoft , No by my troth not 1, 

For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a (core gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the pricke of their needle, 

But.it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe. 

O Lord,heerc’s Corporall JVww.now (hall 
We haue wilfell adultery and murther committed .• 

Good Corporall Nim (hew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. Ataw.Pufh. 

Pi/?.What,doft thou pufe, thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Afrw.Will you feog off? 1 would haue you folus. 
A/tf.Solus, egregious dog, that folus in thy throate. 
And in thy lungs,and which is worfe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth,Ido retort that folus 
In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie ; for I can talkc. 
And Pi/ife/rflafeing fiery cocke is vp. 

Nim.l am not Barbafom,yoa cannot coniute me ; 

I haue an humor Piftoll to knocke you indifferently , well. 
And you fall foule with me Piftoll, 

He fcourc you with my Rapier in fairc tearmes. 
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If you will walke off a little, 

lie pricke your guts a little in good termes. 

And there’s the humor of it. 

Pi# O braegard vile, and damned furious wight, 

The graue doth gape, and groaning death is nccre. 
Therefore exall. _ 

^r.Heare me, he that ftnkes the fitft blow, 

lie kill him, as I am a Souldicr. . . 

i>f/r. An oath of mickle might.and fury feall abate* 

Nim. lie cut your throat at one time ot another 
In faire termes : and there s the humor of it. 

Jty?.Couple gorge is the word,I thee dene agen ; 

A damned hound ,thinklf thou my fpoufe to get ? 

No,to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides ktnde, 

Doll Tear-feecte,fee by name, and her efpowic 
I haue, and I w'lllhold.thcquandom quickly. 

For the onely fee and Paco, there it is enougho 
Enter the 'Boy. 

Btfy.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight to my Ma..er, 
^K^i.ynofebctwccncclKft.ctc., 

And do the office ofa warning pan. 

Hoft . By my troth hee’l yeeld the Crow a pudding one ot 
thefe dayes. 

lie go to him,husband you’l come ? 

Bar. Come Piftoll befriends. 

Afiiw, prethee be friends, and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. 

Nt,l (bal haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 

7V/?.Bafe is the flaue that payes. 

Ni. That now I will haue.and there’s the humpt ot it. 
Pift . As manhood feall compound. * be J ar4Vf ' 

Bar. He that ftrikes the fir ft blow. 

He kill him by this fword. - 

i’s.Svwrd is an oath, and oathes muft haue their cou f_.” 

B a 
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Nim.1 Stall hauc my eight fhillings I wonne of you at 
betting. 

Tifi.fr noble fhalt thou haue, and ready pay, 

And liquor like wife will I giue to thee, 

And friendfhip fhall combinde out brotherhood. 

He liue by Nim, as Nim fhall liue by me : 

Is not this iuft? for I fhall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue. 

Niml fhall haue my noble ? 

Tift. In cafii moll truely paid. 

Nim. Why theres the humor of it. 

Enter Hoftes. 

Hoftes. As euer you came of men come in. 

Sir John , poore foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuer,tis wonderfull, 
Fiji . Let vs condole the kaight ; for lamkins we wil liue. 

Exeunt omnes , 

Enter Exeter and Gh(ler. 

Glofi . Before God my Lord,his Grace is too bold to 
truft tbefe traytors. 

£vc.They fhall be apprehended by and by. 

< j/oft.l but the man that was his bedfellow. 

Whom he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauors, 
That he fhould for a forreigne purfe,to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trechery. 

Exe.O the Lord of (JMasfbam. 

Enter the King and three Lords. 

King , Now firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord ; 
My Lord of Cambridge, z nd my Lord of TMasfham, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 

Do you not thinke the power we beare with vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Masjham, No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. 

Cam. 
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Fam Ncuer was Monarch better feared and loued then 
is your Maicfty* 

Grey Euen thofc that were your fathers enemies 
Haue fteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

King.We therefore hauc great caufc ofth^nkfulneflc. 
And fhall forget the office of our bands ; 

According to their caufe and worthinefle. 

jtfaf So feruice fhall with fteeled finewes fhinc. 

And labour fhall refrefh it fclfe with hope 
TodoyourGrace mceffant feruice. 

K/»/7.Vncklc of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed yefterday,that raild againft our perfon. 

We confider it was the heate of wine that fet him on, 

And on his more aduice wepardon him. 

yl/a/IThat is mercy, but too much fccurity ; 

Let him be punifht Soueraigne, 

Lcaft the example of him,brced more ot tuch a kincie. 
King.O let vs yet be mercifull. 

£ww.So may your highnefTe,and punifh too. 

Grey. You (hew great mercy if you giue him life. 

After the tafte of his corrcdlion. 

26*yr.Alafle,your too much care and loueofmc. 

Are heauy orifons againft the poore wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on diftemper. 

Should not be winked at, 

How fhould we ftretch our eye, when capitall crimes, 
Chcwed,fwallowed 3 and digeftcd,appeare before vs ; 
Well yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the relt 
In their deare loues,and tender prcferuation of our Hate, 
Would haue him punifht. 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

CamMe one my Lord, 

Your highnefie bad me askeforit to day. 

"Maf So did you me my Soueraigne, 

Grej.fr . nd me my Lord. 
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King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge , there is yours, 
There is yours, my Lord of Majham : 

And fir Thomas grey , knight of Northumberland, 

This fame is yours; 

Readc them, and know we know your worthinefife. 
Vncklc Exeter, I will aboord tonight. 

Why how now Gemlemcn,why change you colour? 
What fee you in thole papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparancc ? 

Cam . I do confeffc my fault, and do fubmit toe 
To your highneffc mercy. 

Afafh. To which we all appealc. 

Xng.The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your ownc rcafons is forc-ftald and done : 

You muft not dare for lhatne to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confidence turne vpon your bofomes. 

As dogs vpon their mailers worrying them. 

See you my Princes,and my Noble Pecrcs, 

Thefe englilli Monfters .* 

My Lord of Cambridgchctc, 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things bclongingto his honor ; 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes, 

Lightly confpir’d and fworne vntothe pra&ifcs of Frtoct, 
To kill vs hcere in Hampton. To the which. 

This knight, no leffe in bounty.bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is,hath likewife fworne. 

But oh, what (hall I fay to thee falfe man. 

Thou crueH.ingratefull.and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethc key of all my counfcll. 

That knewft the very feercts of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue eoyn’d me into gold ; 

Wouldft thou haue pra&ifde on me for thy vfe ? 

Can it be poflible.that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger . 

Tis fo ftrange,that tho the truth doth (hew as grofe 
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As blacfce from white, mine eye will fcarfely fee it. 

Theirfaults are open. 

Artel* them to the anfwer of the law, 

A.nd God acquit them of their prattles, 

Bxe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 



By the name of Richard, Eitk of Cambridge . 
I arreft thee of high treafon, ^ ^ _ 

By the name of Henry 



I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thom at Grey v 
Kniahtof Northumberland, 

Majb.Ow purpofes God iuflly hath cliicoucred. 

And I repent my fault more then my death, 




Ktxg&oa quit you i 
Heare your fentcnce. ‘ .. 

You haue confpir’d againft our royall I etlon, 
loyned with an enemy proclaim id and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receiued the golden camcft of out 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redrefle. 

But we out kingdomes fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruinc you haue fought. 

That to our lawes vve do dcliuer you. 

Get youhencc,poore miferable creatures to your death. 
The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds amilie : 

Bearc them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 

Now Lords to Frame : The enterprife whereof. 

Shall be to you as vs,fuccefliuely. ( w *y» 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in out 
Checrly to fea.the fignes of war aduance ; 

No King of England, if not King of France. 

Exit omnes . 



Enter 
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Enter Ntm^t/lollBardolfe, Hofter,and a boy, 

tiofl . Iprethce Tweet heart, 

Let me bring thcc fo farrc as Stanet, 

Pii ?.No fur,nofur. 

5<w*.Well,fir Iohn is gone, God be with him. 

Hofi. I,he is in Arthors bofome, ifeuerany were. 

He went a way as if it were a cryfotnbd chiide, 

Betwcene twelue and one, 
lull at turning of the tide ; 

His nofe was as ftiarpe as a pen ; 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 

And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 

1 knew there was no way but one. 

How now fir Iohn, quoth I ? 

And he cryed three times, God,God,God, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more doathes on his feete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ftone. 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftone. 

And fo vpward,& vpward.and all was as cold as ftope, 
Nim. They fay he cride out on Sacke, 
.£fy?.Ithathedid. 

.Soy.And of women. 

Hofi, No that he did not. 

Say .Yes that he did,g£ fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Hoft> Indeed campion was a colour heneucr loued. 
A7»».Well,he did cry out on women. 

Ho/l. Indeed he d id in fomc fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke, , 

And talkt ofthe whore of Babilon. 

Ztoy.Hoftes.doyou remember he faw a Flea ftand 
V pon Bardolfes nofe, and fed it was a blacke foule 
Burning in hell ? 

Bard. 
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# 4 r. Well, God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice. 

TNfiw.Shall we fhog off? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

Pifi. Clearc rp thy criftals, 

Looke to my chattels and my moueablcs ; 

Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay ; 

Mens words are wafer cakes. 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetua be thy counfellor, 

Touch her foft lips and part. 
jj^.Fatewell hoftefle. 

ftm.l cannot kis.and theres the humor of it. 

But adieu. 

Pftf.Kecpe faft thy buggleboe. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King of France, ’Bourbon, Dolphin , 
and ethers. 

King'Now you Lords of Orltance , 

Of Bourbon, and of Berry , w 

You fee the King of England is not flackc. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

DolphinMy gracious Lord, 

Tis meete wc all go foorth, 

And arme vs agiinft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of prance : 

But let vs do it with no (hew of feare. 

No with no more, then if we heard 
England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord.ftie is fo idcly kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne. 

So guided by a (hallow humorous youth. 

That feare attends her not. 

Con.O peace Prince Dolphin, you dcceiue your fclfe. 
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Queftlonyour Grace the late Embaffador, 

With what regard he heard his Embaflage, 

How well (applied with aged Counfellorr, 

And how his refolution anl'wer’d him, 

Youthen would.fay.that Harry was not wildc. 

Kitfg.Welljthinke wc Harry llrong, 

And firongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

ConMy Lord,heere is an Ambaffador 
From the King of England. 

X/»^.Bid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly followed ,lords. 

DolMy gracious father,cut vp this Englifh (here, 
Selfe-louc my Liege is not fo vile a thing 
Asfclfe-negleding. 

Enter Exeter, 

X<»£.Fromour brother of England ? 

E.ve.From him, and thus he greets your Maiefty 5 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 

..That you deueft your felfe,and lay apart 
Thatborrowcd title, which by gift of hcauen. 

Of lav/, of nature, and of Nations, longs 
To him and to his hcires,namely the Crownc 
And ail wide ftretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crownc of France , that you may know 
Tis no finiftcr,nor no awkeward daime, 

Pickt from the wortneholes of old vanifht daies 
Nor from the duft of old obliuion rack*. 

He fends you thefe mod memorable lines. 

In euery branch truely demonftratede 
Willing you oucrlooke this pedigree. 

And when you finde him euenly deriucd 
Fromhis moft famed and famous Anccftors, 

Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
YourCrowne and Kingdome,indire£ily held 
From him,thenatiue and true Ghailcngcr. ^ 
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jfr#ff,lfnot,what followes? 

^Bloody coftraint.for ifyouh.de the crown 
Eucn in your hearts, there will he rake for .t : 
Therefore in fierce temped is he commmg 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a lone. 

That if requiring faile.he will compel it : 

And on your heads turncs he the widows tesres 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones. 

Which (hall be fwallowed in this controucriie. 
This is his claime,his threading, & my meffage, 
Vnleffc the Dolphin be in prefence heere. 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 
ZW.For the Dolphin ? 1 ftand here fqr him, 

What to heare from England. 

£,vtf.Scorn & defiance, flight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at ; 

Thus faith my King. Vnlesyour fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mocke you fent bis Maiefty, 
Hee’l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly V aults ©f France 
Shall chide your trefpaffe, & rcturne your mock, 
In fecond accent of his Ordenance. 

•Dol. Say that my father render faire reply, 
Itisagainftmy will: 

Fori defirc nothing fo much, 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufe, according to his youth, 

IdidprefenthimwiththofePrfnaballcs. < 

Exe. Hee’l make your Tarts Loucr fhake for it, 
Were it the Miftrcfle Court ofmighty Europe, 
And be allured, you’l finde a difference. 

As wc his fubie&s haue in wonder found, 
Betweene his yonger daies, and thefe he mufters 
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Now he weighes time euen to the lateft graine. 

Which you ftiall finde in your owne Ioffe*, 

If we ftay in France. 

King. Well, for vs you (haii returne our anfwer backc 
To our brother of England. 

Exitomnes, 

Enter Nim/Bardolfe, PifioK.and Bay, 

Afrw.Before God heeres hot feruice. 

Fitf.Tis hot indeed, blowcs go and cosine, 

Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

Nim,T\s honor,and there’s the humor of it, 

Boj. Would I were in London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Pitt. And 1 : if willies would preuaile, 

I would not ftay, but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen^and beats them in* 

Flerv.G ods plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches ? 

Nim. Abate thy rage fweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

2?<y.Wcll,l would I were once from them ; 

They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 

Handkerchcrs.they will fteale any thing. 

Bardolfe Hole a Lute- cafe, carried it three mile. 

And fold it for three halfcpencc. 

'Nim ftole a fire-fhouell, 

1 knew by that,they meant to carry coales .• 

Well, if they will not leaue me, 

1 mcanc to leaue them. 

Exit Nim } r Bardolfe,Pittell ) and f Boy. 

Enter Cower. 

(yWtfr.Captaine Flewellen, you muft come ftrait 
To the Mines, to thc Dukc of Clofler. 

Flew. 



of Henry the f ft. 

Flew . Looke you, tell the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaueties is otherwiie. 
You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe Hue yards vndcr the countermines : 

By lejhu I thinke heel blow vp all. 

If there be no better dire&ion. 



alarum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

King . How yet refolues the Gouernor of the T owne ? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud of deftruaion,defie vs to our worft, 
For as lam a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once againe, 

I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her aflies flic be buried. 

The gates of mercy arc all (hut vp. 

What fay you,will you yeeld and this auoid, 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid ? 

Enter Gouernor, 



Goner. Our expe&ation hath this day an end .♦ 
The Dolphin,whom of fuccout we entreated. 
Retames vs word, his powers arc not yet ready 
To raife fo great a liege: therefore dread King, 
We yeeld ou* towne and liues to thy foft mercy : 
Enter our gates.difpofe of vs and ours. 

For wc no longer are defenfiuc now. 

Enter Katherine and t Alice. 

Kate. Alice vz nccia,vous aues cates en, 

Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara. 

Coman fac palh vou la main cn francoy, 

Cj 



Alice. 
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Mice. La main madam dehan. 

ICate.E da bras. 

Alice .De arma madam. 

Kate. Le main da han la bras de amu, 

Alice. Owyc Madam, 

Kate. E Coman fa pella vow la menton a la co-ll. 

Alice. De neck,c de cin, Madam. 

Kate. E deneck.c de cin,ede code. 

Alice.De cudie ma foy Ie oblye,mais Ie remembre, 

Le tude,o de clbo Madam. 

ICtfc.Ecowte Ie reherfera,towt cclla quelac epoandre, 
De han.de arma,de neck,du c'm.e de bilbo. 

Alice. De elbo Madam. 

Kate.Q Icfu,Iea obloye ma foy,ecoute Ie rccontera 
De hatijde arma,de neck,de cin,e de elbo.e ca bon. 

Alice, lAzy foy Madam,vou parla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afievousaucsettue enEnglatara. 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an petty tanes. Ie parlc milleu t 
Coman fe pella vou le pcid e le robe. 

Altce. Le foot,e le con. 

Kate. Le foot,e le con ,0 Icfu 1 Ie nc veu poin&parle, 
Sie plus dcuant le cho cheualircs de franca, 

P ur one million ma foy. 

^//c*.Madam,de foote,e le con. 

Kate. O et ill aufie,ccoute Alice ,dc hail,dc arma, 
Deneck,decin,lefoqte,e decon. 

Alice. Cet fort bon Madam. 

Kate.h loues a diner. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter King of France, herd Confi able, the 
Dolphin, and Bourbon . 

Kwg.Tis certaine he is paft the Riuer Some. 

Gw.Mordeu ma via s Shall a few fpranes ofys. 

(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 
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\nd if they paffe vnfought withall, 
lefell my Dukedomc for a foggy barme 
In that (hort nooke lie of England. 

Con. Why whence haue they this mftt. ill? 

Is not their Climate raw, foggy ,and cold. 

On whom,as in difdaine,the Sunnelookesp 
Can bailey broth, a drench foi : fwome laoes, 

Their fodden water decockt fuchhueiy blood . 

And (hall our quickeblood,fpirited with wine, 

Seeme frofty ? O for honour ofour names, 

let vs not hang like frozen Icefickies , \ 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they (a more frofty Climate) 
c, veat e drops of youthfuil blood* 

S.ConftabLlfpaub.fcnd^^foo.tl., 

To know what willing ranfome he will giuc : 

Sonne Dolphin, you (hall flay in Rhone with me. 

Dol.ti ot io.I do befecch your Mavcfty. 



Enter Gower and Flewellen , 

Gower. H o w no w Captaine FI ewellen i 

C 7 leJ. By Ie°fuj there’s excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge? 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

F/w.Thc Dukq of Exeter is a man whom I loue, 
And I honour,and 1 worfhip with my foule, 

And my hf art,and my life* 

And my lands, and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke you, 

God be praifed and plcafed for it> 

No harme in the worcll. 
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He is maintaine the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, 

Ido not know how you call him, 

But by Icfbu I thinke he is as valiant as AUrke Antf>tny t 
He doth maintaine the Bridge mod gallantly ; 

Yet he is a man of no reckoning ; 

Btrt I did lee him do gallant feruice. 

Cower , how do you call him ? 

fleve. his name is ancient PifloH. 

Gower. I know him not. 

Enter Ancient PtitoU. 

flew. Do you not know him,here comes the man, 

p*tf.Captaine,I thee bcfeech to do me a fauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

F/«v,I,and I praife God I haue merited fome loue at his 
hands. 

Pift. r B*rdolfe a fouldier.one of buxfome valour. 

Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle wheele. 
That God’s blinde that Hands vpon the rowling reftlefle 
ftone. 

Flew. By your patience Ancient Piftoll, 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde. 

With a mufler before her eyes, - 

To fignifie to you,that Fortune is plinde : 

And file is moreouerpainted with a wheele. 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant,and variation, and mutabilities .♦ 

And her fate is fixed at a fphericall ftone, 

Which rolles,and rolles,and rolles ; 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defeription of For- 
tune. »’ • 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. 

P«y?.Fortuneis Bardo/fes foe, and frownes on himj 
F or he hath ftolne a packs, and hangd muft he be ; 

A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs. 
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Let man go free, and let not death his windpipe Hop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 

For packs of petty price: 

Therefore go l>eake,the Duke will bearc thy voice. 

And let not 'Bardolfes vitall thred be cut, 

With edge of penny cord,and vile approach. 

Speake Captaine for his life,and I will thee requite. 
flew. Captaine Pittoll, I partly vnderftand your meaning. 
Pifl . Why then reioyce therefore. 

F/w.Certainly Ancient PiStoll , 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at, 

For if he were my owne brother, I would wifla the Duke 
To do hi? pleafure.and put him to executions ; 

For looke you,difciplines ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. , 

Ptfl. Die and be damned, and a fig for thy friendftiip* 
Flew . That is good. 

P'tfi . The figge of Spaine within thy law, 

F/fjv.That is very well. 

Pift . I fay the fig within thy bowels Sc tby durty maw. 

Exit PifloH. 

Flew. Captaine Gower , cannot you heare it li ghten and 
thunder ? 

Gower . Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd,a cut-purfc. 

Flew . Bylefus he is vtter as prauc words vpon the bridge 
As you fhall defire to fee in a fommers day; 

But tis all one,what he hath fed to me, 

Looke you, is all one, 

Gcwer. Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfdfe 
At his returne to London : 

And fuch fcllowes as h'e, 

Areperfe&in great Commanders names. 

They will learne by rote where fcruices were done, 

At Ilk ' 1 ^nd fuch a fconce,at fuch a breach, 

D 



At 
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At fuch aconuoy.who came off brauely,who was (hot, 
Who difgraccd,what termes the enemy ftood on. 

And this they con perfe&ly in phrafe of warre. 

Which they tricke vp with new tun d oathes, 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid (bout ofthe Campe . 

Will do among the foming bottles and alcwafnt wn$ 

Is wondesfnll to be thought on : but you muft lcarnc 
To know fuch (landers of this age, 

Or clfe you may meruelloufly be miftooke. 

JYffjp.Ccrtaine Captaine Gower ,\i is not the man* 

Looke you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time (hall ferue, I (hall tell him a little 
Of my defires •• heere comes his Maiefty. 

Enter King,Clarence } ^lofier, and others. 

King. How now FltweUen } c ome you from the bridge ? 
J/en\Iand it (hall pleafe your Maiefty, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

Kmg.f 1 hat men haue you loft Flewellen ? • 

Flew. And it (hall pleafe your Maiefty, 

The partition of the aduerfary hathbc,cne great. 

Very reafonably great,but for our owne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neuer a man,vnle{Te it be one 
For robbing of a Church,one Hardolfe, if your Maiefty 
Know the man, his fa ce is full of whelks, and knubs, 

And pumples,andhisbrcathblowesat hisnofe 

Like a coale, fometimes red/ometimes plcw ; 

But God be praifcd,nowhis nofe is executed. 

And his fire out. 

King . We would haue all offenders fo cut oft. 

And here we giue expreflecommandemcnt. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfull language: 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, , 

The gcntleft pamefter is the fooner winner. 



of Henry thejift . 

Enter the French Heranld, 

Her aid. You know me by my habitc. 
jtof.Well then, we know thee. 

What fttould we know of thee ? v ( . . , . 

Her My Matters minde. JC^Vnfoldit. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell him, 
Aduantagc is abetter fouldier then raftineffe s 
Although we did feemcdead,we did but (lumber. _ 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue & our voyce is impcnall, 
England (ball repent her folly, fee her raftmeffe. 

And admire our fufferance. Which to ranfome. 

His pettinefl'e would bow vnder r 

For the effufion of our blood,his army is too weake j 
For the difgrace we haue borne, himfelfe kneeling 
At our fecte.a weake and worthleflc fatisfaaion. 

To this, adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Matter. 

King.Whst is thy name ? we know thy quality. 

Herald. Montioy. , . 

Xwg.Thou doft thy office faire,returne thee backe. 

And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now j 
But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callis ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confefle fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldicrs arc with ficknefle much enfeebled. 

My Army lcffened,and thofe few 1 haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French: 

Who when they were in heart,I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon one paire of Englifh legs, 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

Yet God forgiue me,thatl do brag thus ; 

Youraiteof hathblowne this vice in me. 

I muft repent, go tell thy Matter here I am. 

My ranfome is this fraile and worthleffe body. 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. ^ 
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Yet God before, we will come on, 

]f prance and fuch another neighbor flood in our way • 

If we may pafle.wc will ; if we be hindered. 

We final your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So Mentioy get you gone.therc’s for your paines : 

The fum of all our anfwere is but this. 

We would not feeke a battle as we are; 

Nor as we are, we fay we will not (liunit. 

Herald. 1 (hall deliuer fo : thanks to your Maiefly. 

GlofiMy Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs 
now. 

King. We are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs ; 

To night we will en«*mpe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit, 

Enter Turbon^onfl able fir leance^andGebon. 

.Tut,I haue the beft armour in the world. 

Orleance . You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfehaue his due. 

Bar. Now you talke ofa horfe, 

I haue a Heed like the Palfrey of the funne. 

Nothing but pure aire and fire. 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within him. 

Orltance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

J3#r.And oftheheate of theGinger. 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : 

I once writ a Sonnet in the pr aife of my horfe. 

And began thus.Wonder of nature. 

C«n. 1 haue heard a Sennetbegin fo. 

In the praife of ones Miflrefle. 

Bur. Why then did they imitate 
That which! writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my hotfe is my Miflrefle. 

CW.Matfoy the other day.me-thought 
Your Miflrefle fhooke you ftirewdly, 

tar. 



of Henry the fift. 

Tar. I, beating me.I tell thee Lord Conftable, 

Mv Miftreife weares her owne 

Con.l could make as good a boaft or that, 

If I had aSow to my Miflrefle. 

Tar .Tut, thou wilt make vfe of any thin p . 

Con. Yet I do not vfe my horfe for my Miflrefle, 
Bir.WiU it neuer be morning ? 

Tie ride too morrow a mile. 

And my way fhall be paued with enghfb faces. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way . 

Tar. Well, tie go arme my felfe ; hay, ; 

Gebon .The Duke of Barbon longs for morning, 
Orleance. T,he longs to cate the Enghfh. 

Con. I thinke hee’l eate allhekils. 

Orlean.O peace, ill will neuer faid well . 

Con.lle cap that Prouerbe, 

With thete’s flattery in friendfhip. 

Orle.O fir, I can anfwer that, 

With giue the Diuell his due. 

Cow.Haue at the eye of that Proaeroe, 

With a iogge of the Diuell. , 

Oris. Well, the Duke of Turbon is limply 
The mod afliue G cntleman of trance. , . 

^o».Doing his a£liuity,and hee’l flill be doing. 

Orle. He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 

['on. No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 

Or/e.I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con.l was told fo by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

Orle. Whofc that ? 

CW.Why he told me fo himfclfe. 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Orle. Well,who will go with me to hazard 
For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

^ V n f r,r 



The Chrmcle Hi ft try 
Before you hauc them. 

Enter a Meflenger. 

MefMy Lords, the Englifh lie within a hundred 

Paces of your Tent. 

Con.VVho hath meafured the ground ? 

MeJf.Thc Lord (yranpeere. 

Ctn.h valiant man,an expert Gentleman. 

Come, come away. 

The Sun ishie,and we weare out the day. Exit omntt. 

Enter the King difgttiftdjo him fift oil. 

Pift.Ke ve la ? 

King. A friend. 

Pift . Difcus vnto mc.art thou a gentleman ? 

Or art thou common, bafe, and popeler ? 

X/#£.No fir,I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
Ti/?.Trailes thou the puiffant Pike ? 

JC/wjr.Euenfo fir. What are you? 

Pi ft. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King.O then thou art better then the King. 

Tift. The Kings a ba go, and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life, an impe of fame. 

Of parents good, of fift mod valiant : 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I loue the louely bully.Wbat is thy name l 
King. Harry le Roj. 

Pift.Le Rpy, a Cornilh man j 
Art thou of Cornilh crew ? 

King.tto fir, I am a ITelchman. 

Pi ft. A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewelltn { 

King. I fir, he is my kinfman. 
fift. Art thou his friend ? 

King.l fir. 

Pift . Figa for thee then ; my name is Piftoll. 

King. It forts well with your fiercenelfc. 

* Pift. 



Exit PiftoX, 



cjHemy the fift. 
fift. Piftoll is my name. 

Enter Cower and PleweRtn, 

GtfWer.Captaine TleweUen, 

view In the name of lefu fpeake lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell.when the ancient 
Prero^atiucs of the warres be not kept, 

T warrant you ifyoulooke into the wars of the Romanes, 
You (hall finde no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there, 
gut you (hall finde the.cares,and the fcares. 

Flew. G odes follud,if the enemy be an affe & a foole, 

A nd a prating.cocks-combe,is it meet thatwebe alfo 
Afoole, an d a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confcience now ? 

Gower .He fpeake lower. . 

f / w Abcfccch you do,go.d 

Though it appeare a little-out of falhion, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Souldiers. 

i .Soul. Is not that the morning yonder ? 

2. Soul. I we fee the beginning, 

Godknowes whether we (hall iee the end ® r . c 

l.Soul.Vf ttt.l thinke the King could with himlclte 
Vp to the necke.in the middle of the Thames,. 

And fo I would he were.at all aduentures,and I with him. 
Jfimj.Now mailers good morrow, what cheare i 
3 ,S««/.Ifaith fmall cheerc fomc of vs is like to hauc. 

Ere this day to an end* . ... 

King.Vfhy feare nothing man, the king is trolike. 
z.Soul.The may be,for he hath no caufe as we. 

King. Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we are, 

The Violet fmels to him as vnto vs ; 

Therefore if he fe^reafonsjhc fcares as we do, ^ 
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2. Soul. But the King hath a heauy reckoning to male 
If his caufe be not good ; when all thofc foules 
Whofe bodies Hull be flaughtered here, 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch 3 place. Some fwearing ; 

Some their wines rawly left ; 

Some leauing their children poorc bchinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay.if a man fend his feruar.t 
As Fa&or into another Country, 

And he by any meanes mifearry. 

You may fay the bulineffe of the Mailer 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any leud a«frion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwer for his feruanc, 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubie&s j 
For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they craue their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them .• 

Others the broken feale of Forgery, in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out -drip the law, 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore 1 would haue cuevy fouldier examine himfclfe. 
And walh euery moth out of his confcicnce. 

That in fo doing, hemay be thereadierfor deathj 
Or not dying,why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3. .SW. I faith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne heady 
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of Henry the fift. 

I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luftily for him. 

AW.Well,I beard the king wold not be ranfomd, 
a. Soul. I he faid fo,to make vs fight ; 

But when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd. 

And we neuer the wifer. 

Kin „ if 1 liue to fee that, ile neuer trull his word agawe 
a.5V«/.MalTe you’l pay him then, 

Tis a great difpleafure that an elder 
< 3 un can do agahift a Cannon, 

Orafubie&againftaMonarch. 

You’l nere take his word againe.you are a nafle.goe. 

King. Your reproofe is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were it not at this time I could be angry. 

2 .Soul. Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 

/C/af.HrtW mall I know thee? , 

i.SoulMc re’s my gloue, which ifeuer I fee in thy hat, 

lie challenge thee,and llnke thee. 

KingHete is likewile another of mine. 

And allure thee ile weare it. 

2, Soul. Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

3 .Soul. Be friends you fooles, 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englilh broyles. 

King.Tis no treafon to cut French Crownes, 

For to morrow the King himlelfc will be a clipper. 

Exit the fouldier s. 

Snter to the King , Glocetter fifing har*t t 
and Attendants. 

King.O God of battels fieele my fouldiers baits, 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which Hand before them, 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day, not too day O God, 



Thinke 




The Cfmmcle UiJlory 

Think c on the fault my father made. 

In compaflingthe Crowne. 

I Itichards body haue interred new, 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite tcares. 

Then from it iffued forced drops of blood ; 

A hundred menhauelinyearely pay, 

Which euery day their withered hands hold vp 
T o heauen,to pardon blood. 

And 1 haue built two Chanceries,t»ore will I do ; 

Though all that I can do is all too little. 

Enter Cjlafier. 

Glo. My Lord. 

KingMy brother Glofters voice. 

Glo.My Lord,the army ftayes vpon your prefence. 

Km. Stay Glofter flay ,and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends, and all things ftayes forme. 

Enter Clarence f] lofter, Exeter, & Salubttrjf. 

IPar. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 
£*.There’s fiue to one, and yet they arc all frefh. 

War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 
Sal . The oddes is all too great. Farweli kinde Lords s* 
Brauc Clarcnce.and my Lord of Glofter, 

My Lord of W arwicke,and to all farewell. 

Cla, Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true iparkes of honor* 

Enter King . 

WjryG would webad but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant.that doth not worke in England. 

JW».Whofethat, that wifhes fo,my coufcn Warwick • 
Gods will I would not loofe the honour 
One man would fhare from me. 

Not for my kingdome. 
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cf Htnry thefift. 

Kirt faith mV Cofen, wife not one man more, 
father proclaime it prefcntly through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this feaft 

Let him depart, his pafport feall bee drawne, 

And crownes for conuoy put into his purfe. 

We would not dye in that mans company. 

That fcareshis fellowlbip to dye with vs. 

This day is called the day of Crifpin .*> 

He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age. 

Shall ftandatipto when this day is named. 

And rowfe him at the name of Crifpin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fate home. 
Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends. 

And lay,to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then (hall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remerobred. Harry the King, 

Bedford zni Exeter , Clarence, and Glofter, 
lTarwicke, *ni Torke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houfhold wordes. 

This ftory ftiall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers, 
r for he to day that fheds his blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nere fo bafe 
This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then (hal he ftrip his fleeues,& fhew his fears. 

And fay,thcfe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinke themfelues accurft. 

They were not there,when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon S.Crifpincs day. 

< y/o . My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things arcreadyifour mindesbefo 
htay . Perilb the man whofe minde is backward 
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The C hronicle History 

K/#g.Thou doft not with more-helpe from England, 
Cotifen ? 

War. Gods will my Liege,wouId you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, might fight this battcll out. 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifh meone.You know your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Her anld from the French, 

I-Ier. Once morel come to know of thee king Henry s 
What thou wilt giue for ranfome ? 

King. Who hath Cent thee now ? 

Her. Y he Conftablc of France. 

King. I prethee bearc my former anfvver backe. 

Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhotild they mocke good fellowes thus ? 
Theman th3t once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the beaft lined, was kild with hunting him. 

And many of our bodies (hall no doubt 
Findegraues within your Realmc of France : 

Though buried in your dunghils,we /hall be famed. 

For there the Sunne fiiall greete them. 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to heauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime ; 

The fmell whereof, ftiall breed a plague in France ; 

Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakcs foorth into a fecond courfe of mifehiefe, 

Killing in relaps of mortality 
Let me fpeake proudly, 

There’s not a peecc of feather in our Campe, 

Good argument I hope we fhall not flye. 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the mafle,our hearts are in the trim. 

And my poore fouldierstell me, yet erenight 










of Henry the fift. 

, MU'.n frelher robcs,or they will plucke 

JJ cy v 0 ew deaths ore your French fouldicrs cares. 

And turne them out of feruice.lfthey do this, 

^®SSnto2 foone be leuied ; 

SS foil haue nought 1 fwearc.but thefe my bones x 
WhTch if they haue, as I will lcaue vm them, 

YVill yeeld them little, tell the Conftable. 
f&r.l (hall deliuer fo. txit Herald. 

forkeMy gracious Lord,vpon my knee I crau* 
Threading ofthevaward. 

King - it braue Y orke. 

So“« f fhoupUafeftS^^dir P ofe Ac day. ***■ 

Enter the finre French Lords. 
gebon.O diabello. 

Cffw.Mordumavic. 

Orle. O what a day is this! 

Bur.O lour dei houte all is gonc,all is loft. 

Cow.VVc are enow yet liuing in the held, 

To fmother vp the Engliffi, 
iFany order might be thought vpon. 

'Bw. A plague of order,once more to the field. 

And he that will not follow Burton now. 

Let him go home,and with his cap inhand. 

Like a bafe leno hold the chamber doore, 

Why teaft by a ftaue no gentler then my do 0 , 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Cw.Difordcr that hath fpoild vs, right vs now. 

Come we in heapes,wee’l offer vp our hues 

Vnto thefe Englifh, or elie die with fame. c<>me 

E 5 
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The Chr wide History 

Come, come along, 

lets dye with honor, our fhame doth laft too long, 

€xit mntt 

Enter Ptfi oil. the Trench man t and the hoy, 

Ptfi. Eyld cur, eyld cur. 

Trench. O Monficur,ie vou en pree aues petie de moy, 
P/ff.Moy (hall not ferue,I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

2ty.Comant ettes v ous apelles ? 

FVw.Monficur Fer. 

Boy . He faycs his name is mafter Fer. 

Ptfi . lie Fer him, and ferit him, and ferke him. 

Boy difcuflc the fame in French. 

EoySn I do not know whats French for Fer.ferite, and 

fearke. 

Tifi $ id him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

Boy Feate,vou preat,ill voulles cOuple votre gorge. 
Pifi Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnleflc thou giuc tome egregious ranfome.dyc. 

One point of a fox. 

Tren. Qui dit ill monfieur, 

111 ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome,ill voutucrcs. 

Fren.O ic vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey ice donerees pour mon ranfome 
Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentelhome de France. 

Pifi . What fayes he boy i 

Toy. Marry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for his ranfome, 

He will giuc you /oo.Crownes. 

Ptfi. My fury (hall abate. 

And I the Crownes will take,1 

And as I fuckc blood, I will fome mercie fliew. 

Folow 






o}Hemy the fife. 

Follow we cur. t tunes 

Enter the Kingfiis Nobles ,tod P ifiolt. 

YcfaSo^done^he French keepes ftill the field. 
v x The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
X^.Liueshe good vnkle,twicelfaw him downc, 

FromhSto thefpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array ,bra u e fouldier dothhc lyc, 

larding the plaincs,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake-fellow to his honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffolk* alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed,and Yorke aU woundedjre 

Comes to him where in blood he lay all fte'P 1 * 

And takes him by the bcard,kiffcs the gafoes 
That bloudily didyawnevponhisYace, 

And cryed alowd.tarry deerc coufinSuftolke : 

My foule (hall thine keepe company lnheaucn ? 

Tarry deere foule awhile.then fl.ye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughten held, 
WekepttogitherinourChiualrys > 

Vpon thefe words I caroc and cheer d them vp. 

He tookemeby thehand.faide deeremy lorde, 

Commend my feruice to my Soueraignc, 

So did he turnc, end ouer Suffolkes necke 

He threw his wounded arme,and fo cfpoufd to deatn 
With blood he fealed. An argument 
Ofneuer-cnding loue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters froth me, which I would haue flopte. 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaueme vp to teajes. 

Km. I blame you not: for hearing you,. 

I muft conuert to team. AUrmn 
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The Chronicle ffi fiery 

Alarum founds, 
VVhat new alarum is this ? 

Bid cuery fouldier kill his prifoner, 

Tift . Couple gorge. 



Sxitomtt, 



Enter Fleweden , and Captaine (fewer. 

Flew . Codes plud kill the boyes and the luc 
Ti s the arrants peecc of knauery as can be dcf 
In the worell now, in your confcience now. 

Cower . Tis certaine,there’s not a boy left aliue. 
And the cowardly rafcals that ran from the battcll, 
Thcmfelucs haue done this flaughter ; 

Befide,they haue carried away and burnt 
All that was in the Kings Tent.* 

Whereupon the king caufed euery prifoners 
Throat to be cut.Oh he is a worthy King. 

Flew A, he was borne at Monmouth ; 

Captaine Gower, what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

Flew.VV hy I pray,is not big great ? 

As if I fay, big, or great, or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all one reckoning, 

Saue the phrafe is a little varation. 

Gower . I thinke * Alexander the great 
VVas borne at Macedon, 

His father was called Philip of (Jttacedon , 

As I take it. 

Flew. 1 thinke it was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine (Jower , 

And if you looke into the Maps of the worell well> 
You (hall finde little difference betweene 
LMacedon and Monmrth,L ookc you, there is 



0 / Henry the fift. 

A Riucr in Macedon, and there is alfo a Riuer 
Monmorth, the Riucrs name at Monmorth 

But fu oun ofr iiy brainc what is the name of the other; 
But tis all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to fingers. 

And there is Samons in both. 

I ooke vou Captaine Gower M you marke it 
Von (ball finde our King is come after Alexander, 

rL knowes,and you know, that Alexander mhis 

Rowles and his Ales,and his wrath, & his difplcafures 
And indfgnations,was killhis friend C*m. 

A Go*. 1 but our King is not like him in that, 

F °FlZ'. Looke’ Jtu!2sl!t weU done to take thetalc out 
Of a mans mouth.ere it is made an end and fi'\> ^d: 

I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Cltttss : fo our King being m his ripe 
Wits and Judgements, is turne away the fat Kmtc 
With the great belly doublet.* 

I am forget his name. 

Gower Sn lohn Falftafte. , 

FlewA, I thinke it is Sit lohn Falftaffc indeed, 

I can tell you, there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 

Enter the King and his Lords .1 
King. 1 was not angry fince I came in France, 
Vntillthishoure. 

Takeja Trumpet Herauld, 

And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hiH : 

If they will fight with vs,bid them come downc. 

Or leaue the field, they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither,we will come to them. 

And make them skyr away,as faft 

As Hones enforc’d from the old Aflynan flings. 

Befides,wcel cut the throats of thofe we haue. 

And not one aliue fttall tafte our mercy. 



Enter 
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Tbt Chronicle History 

£nter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
That wehaue fined tbefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Iler. I come great King for charitable fauour, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

We may haue leaue to bury all our dead, 

Which in the ficlde lye fpoiled and troden on. 

Kin . I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no : 

For yet a many of your French do keepe the field. 
Her, The day is yours. 

Km. Praifcd be God therefore s 
What Caflle call you that ? 

Her . Wecall it Agincourr. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crifpin.Crirpianus. 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memory* 

If your Grace be remembred, 



Is do good feruice in France. 

King. Tis true Flewellen. 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes very true. 

And itpleafe your Maiefty, 

The Welfhmcn there was do good fcruice. 

In a Garden where Leekes did grow, 

And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcorne. 

To weare a Leekeinyour cap vpon S.Dauics day. 
if/wg.No Flewellen, for I am Welfti as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in Wye will not wa{h your welch 
Blood out of you. God keepe it, and preferue it, 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King. Thankes goodCouutrey-man, 

Flew. By Iefu I am your Maiefties Countryman,- (man. 
I carenot who kno it,folong as your maiefty is an honeft 
King. God keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him. 

And bring vs the number of the feattered French, 

Exit Heralds 

-Call 
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of Henry the jift. 

Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew Youfellow,comctotheKing. 

Scllo w,why doft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 
SohI. And plcafe your maiefty, tis a rafcalles that »wag- 
Jl with Jthe other day : and he hath one ofmmc the 
which if euer 1 fee, 1 haue iworne to ftrike him • fo hath he 

thinke you Flew ellcn,is it lawfull to keep his 



F/And it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep h.s vow 
If he be periur’d oncc.hc is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 

treads vpon too blacke (hooes. 

Ki*<r His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And ifhe be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 
Belzebub,andthediuell himfelfe, 

Tis meete he keepe his vow. 

gint. Well firrhakeepe your word, 

Vndcr what Captaine ferueft thou ? 

Soul. Vnder Captaine Gower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good htteraturc in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin. Captaine Flewellen, when Alanfnn and l 
Were downe together, I tooke this gloue from s helmet, 

Heere Flewellen weare it. 

If any challenge it, he is a friend of Jlonjons, 

Andan enemy tome. 

Flew. Your Maiefty doth me as great a fauour. 

As can be defiredin the hearts of his fubieCts. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it plcafe God ofhis grace I would but ice him. 

That is all.) _ . _ 5 

King.Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Gower 

Flew. Captaine Cjower is my friend ^ n£ j 
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The Chronicle Hiftory 

And if it like your maiefty, I know him very weft 
King.G o call him hither. 

I lew. I will and it fhall pleafeyour maiefty. 

^.Follow Flewellen dofely at the heeles. 

The gloue he wearcs,it was the foldicrs.' 

It may be there will be harme betweene them. 

Fori do know Flewellen valiant, 

And being toucht,as hot as Gun-powder .* 

And quickly will rcturne an iniury. 

Go fee there be no harme betweene them. 

Enter faftaine Gower, Flewellen t And the 

Soldier. 

Flew. Captaine Gower , in the name oflefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you hearc> you fir. 

Do you know this gloue l 

Flew. I know the gleue is a gloue. 

SonlSit I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

He fir ike t him. 

Flew. Gods plut, and his Captaine Gower ftand away, 
llegiue treafon his dueprefently. 

Enter the King, Warwicke, Clarence , 
and Exeter, 

A’/»£.Hownow? Whats the matter ? 
t Flew. And it (hall pleafeyour maiefty, 

F eere is the notableft peece of treafon come 
As you (hall defirc to fee in a fommers day. 

Hcere is a rafcall, beggerly rafcall is ftrike the gloue, 

W hich yoir maiefty in perfon 
T ooke out of the Helmet of jiUmfim : 

And your maiefty will beare me witneftes. 

And 





oj Henry the jift. 

And teftimonics, and auouchments, 

That this is the gloue. 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty. 

That was my gloue. . 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 
promifed me to wcarc it in his hat : 

I promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue m shat. 

And 1 thinke I haue bene as good as my worde. 

Flew. Your Maiefty heares. 

Voder your Maieftycs man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, this is the fellow of it. 

Ic was 1 indeede you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words'. 

How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his nccke anfwer it. 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege, 

All offences come from the heart ; 

Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common main 
Witneffe the night, your garments, 

Youtlowlincffe ; and whatfoeuer 
Youreceiued vnder thathabite, 

Ibefcech your maiefty, impute it 
To your owne fault, and not to mine. 

For your felfe came not like your felfe t 
Hadyoubecneasyoufeemed thentomee, 
lhadmadeno offence, my gracious Lord, 

Therefore 1 befeechyour grace to pardon me. 

Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue wiihCrownes, 

And giue it to the fouldter. 

Wcarc it fellow, . , 

p 3 And 

- 
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The chrmcle Hi ft try 

As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Gi ue him the Crownes. Come Captaine Flewellen, 

I mutt needs haueyou friends. 

Flew. By IefuSj the fcllowe hath mcttallenoMghin hh 
belly. 

Harke you fouldier, There is a filling for you. 

And keepcjyour felfe out of brawlcs. 

And prabbles, and diffentions. 

And lookc you, it ttiall be the better for you. 

Soul, lle.none of your money fir,not I. 

F/ew.Whytis a good filling man: 

Why fhouid you be queamifti ? 

Your (hooes arc not fo good. 

It will feme you to mend your fhooes. 

Kin. What men of fort are taken vncklel? 

Exe. Charles Duke ofOrleancc, Nephew to the King, 
John Duke ofBurbon,and Lord BouchquaH. 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftecne hundred, befides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in thcfieldc lycs fiaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banners in the fieldc, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanble of France, 

Iaques of Chatillian, Admirall of France, 

The matter of the Croffe-bowcs, Mm Duke Alenfon, 
Lord Rambicres, high Matter of France. 

The braue fir ^jv/jj^Ar^Dolphin. Of A7i obelle Charillas, 
Gran Prte and RoJJe , Fawconbrtdge and Foy> 

Gerard and Vert on, Vandemant and Lefira. 9 

King. Hceres was a royall fellowfhip of death. 

Where is the number of our English dead ! 

Exe. Edward the Duke of Y orke,the Earle of Suffolk?, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy (yam Efquire, 

Aud of all the other,but Hue and twenty. 

King. O God, thy arme was heere. 

And vnto thee alone, aferibe we praife : 

When 
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of Henry the fift. 

When without flratageme. 

And euen in faocke of battell.was euer heard 
«o ereat and little Ioffe, on one part and another? 

Take it O God, for it is onely thine. 

Exe Tis wonderful!. 

Kin Come, let vs go on proceflion through the campe: 

t et it be death proclaim’d to any man 

To boaft hecreof, or take the praife from God, 

Which is his due. . - 

Flew. Is itlawfull.and it pleafeyour Matetty, 

To tell how many is kild? 

Kin. Yes Flewellen, 

But with this acknowledgement, 

ThatGod fought for vs. 

F/ov.Ycs in my confidence, he did vs great good. 
kin. Let there be fungNououes and Tc Dcum, 

The dead with charity enter’d in clay: 

Wed then to 10 England then, _ 

Where nere from France , arriu d more happier men. - 

Exit onwes. 

Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

Gower . But why do you wcarc your Leeke to day i 
Sainc Dantes is paft i 

View. There is occafion Captaine Gower , 

Looke you why, and wherefore : 

The other day lookc you, Piftolles 
Which you know is a man of no merites ^ 

In the worell,is come where! was the other day. 

And brings bread and fait, and biddes mee 
Eatemy Leeke: twasin a place, looke you, 

Where I could mooue no diflentions, 

But if I can fee him, I {ball tell him 
A little of my dchres. t , 

Cow. Heere he comes fwelling like a Turky-cocke^ ^ 




The Cbrmde History 

Enter Piftoll. 

Flewellen. Tis no matter for his fwdling, and histuiki- 
cockcs. 

God plefleyon Ancient Piftoll, you Fcall, 

Begged/, iowfy knaue God plefle you. 

Pift. Ha, arc thou btdlcm? 

Do (l thou t'hurft bafe Troyan, 

To hauemc foide vp Parent fatall web ? 

Hence, I am quaimifh at the fmell of Leeke. 

Flew. Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes.and your appetites, 

And your digeftions, to cate this Leeke. 

Pift. Not for fadwalUder and all his Goats. 

Flew. There is one Goatc for y oji^ancient Piftol. 

He fir ikes him, 

Pift. Bafe Troyan, thou (halt dye.] 

Flewellen. I, I know I fhall dye j 
But in the meane timc,I would defire you 
To liue and eate this Leeke. 

Cower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftoniflit him, it is enough.' 

Flewel. Aftonifht him. 

By Iefu, lie beate his head foure dayes 
And foure nights too, but lie make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

Pift. Well muft I bite? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities. 
You muft bite. 

He makes Ancient Ptfi oil kite of the Leeke. 

Piftol. Good, good. 
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Flewellen. I Leckes are good,ancient Piftoll. 
tooke you now, there is a filling for you 
To heale yoer bloody coxcombe. 

Pift. Me a Hulling. 
flew. If you will not take it, 

I haue another Leeke for you. 

Pift. I take thy (billing in carneft of reckoning. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing, 

I will pay you in Cudgelles : 

You (ball be a Wood-monger, 

And buy Cudgels. And fo God be with you 
Ancient Piftoll, God pleffc you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mockc at them,thac is all: God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 

Pift. All hell (ball ftirrefor this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me no w ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike Ioyncs ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 
The warres affbordeth nought,home will I trug, 

Baud will I turne,and vfe the flight of hand ? 

To England will I ftcale. 

And there lie fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto thefe fcarres. 

And fweare I eat them in the Gallia warres. i 

Exit Piftoll 

Enter at one doore , the\King of England and hit 

Lords. 

And at the other doore , the King of France , Queene 
Katherine , the Duke tfUnrhon, 

and others. 

G Har. 
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Harry. Vezcc to this meeting. 

Wherefore we are met, 

And to our brother France, faire time ©f day, 

Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine, 

And as a branch, and member of this ftocke,. 

We do falute you, Duke of Burgundy. 

Fran. Brother of England, 

Right ioyous are weto behold your face. 

So are we Princes Enghfti cuery one. 

‘Duke. With pardon vnto your mightinefie : 

Let it not difplcafe you, if I demaund 
W hat rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To keepe youYrom the gentle fpeech of peace ? 

Har. IfDuke of "Burgundy you would haue peace, 
You muftbuy that peace. 

According as we haue drawne our Articles. 

Fran . We haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore- view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace, 

To let fome of your Counfell fit with vsj 
We fib all rcturne our peremptory anfwer* 
liar . Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 

yet leaue our coufen Katherine hcere behind. 

Fran, Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lords, 

Manet , king Henry , Katherine , and the 

Gentlewoman. 

Har.Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you* 

If I could winne thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Jntomyfaddlej 
Without bragge be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with aoy.> 
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But leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now. 

Thou (halt haue me at the worft. 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better. 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinke, that thou and I,)’ 

Betwecnc Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that (hall go to Conrtantinopic, 

And take the great Turkc by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. f .. 

Kate. Is it poflible dat me fall 
Louc de enemy de France* 

Zftfrry.No K 4 tc 3 „ 

It is vnpofliblc you (hould loue the enemy ot France .• 

For Kate I loue France fo well, 

That lie not leaue a village. 

He haue it all mine. Then Kate,! 

When France is mine. 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours. 

And you arc mine. t 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

H4r17.N0 Kate, 

Why lie tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 

Onher new married husband. 

Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede* 

Quan France & nion* 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry, vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. Andlamtoyou. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

Jut/r.Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

KateJitii you will be to me. 

Bar. Wilt beleeue me Kate ? Tis eafier for me 
G 2 
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To conquer the kiogdome, 

Then to fpeake fo much more French, 

Kate. A your Maiefiy 
Has falfc France enough, to dccciue 
De beft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 

But Kate prethee tell me in plaine teamics^ 

Poll thou loue me? 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Harry, No: Can ofany your Neighbours teL 
Ueaskethem. r 

Come Kate, I know you loue me. 

And foone when you are in your Cloffce 
Youlcqueftionthis Lady ofme: 

ButI pray thee fweet Kate,vfc me mercifully 
Bccaufe I loue thee cruelly, J 

That 1 fhalldyeKate, is fure: 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxc fmall, 

A curld pate proouc bald : 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 
And rather the Sun and not the Moone : 

And therefore Kate take me. 

Take a fouldier, take a fouldier, 

Take a king : 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mee ? 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father, 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him, 

Nay it Brail pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ilc kifle thee. 

Ka.O mon du ie ne voudroy fairc quelk choflc 
Pour toute le monde, 

Ce nepoynt votrec fachion cn fauor, 



of Henry the fift, 

Harry. What fayes fire Lady ? 

Lady. Dat it is not dc fafion in France 
For de maides, befor da be married to 
Mav fov ic oblye,what is to baflie ? 

iAtr. To kifle, to kifle.* 

O that tis not the fafliion in France 
For the maids to kifle before they ate married. 
Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuftome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde. 
Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In your kifles : 

And may perfwadc with me more 
Then allthe French Counccll. 

Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France ^andtloc 
hordes* 



How now my Lords? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that wein fedule had, 
Sxe. Onely he'hath not fubferibed this. 
Where your Maiefty demands. 

That the King of France hauing any occaflon 
To vyrite for matter of grant. 

Shall name your Highnefle in this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

Nofire trefher fil-c, Henry Ttyy d’ Angleterre , 

I hearede France, And thus in Latine : 
Yrtclariffimus filtm nosier Henrictts Ryx Anglia , 
Et heres Fran eta. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon, 
But you fairc brother may intreat the fame. 

g 3 
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Harry. Why then let this among the reft 
Haue his full courfc : And withall. 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage 
Fran. This and what elfe 
your Maiefty fhall craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much toy* 
Har. Why then (mzKatherine, 

Come giue roe thy hand : 

Our matriage will weprefent folemnize. 

And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then will I fweare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once made,vnbroken be* 
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